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“Ugh... My heeeeead....” 


Justin groaned a slightly as he pushed himself up from his resting place on the floor. 
Why the floor? Who knew? All he knew was it was so much more comfortable than 
trying to raise his pounding head from its surface. His entire body was aching as he 
pushed himself over on his back, having given up trying to get completely off the 
ground. He was Sore all over; though nowhere was near as sore as his head right 
now. It felt like someone had smacked him across the skull with a mallet. He 
pinched at his forehead, trying to loosen the tension in his head by rubbing the 
muscles in his skull. It wasn’t really working, unfortunately. He sighed a bit, slowly 
opening his eyes to stare at the ceiling... 


Wait... 


Justin immediately jumped up into a sitting position, being slightly alarmed by the 
sight of the ceiling above him. That was NOT the same color ceiling as they hotel his 
class was staying at. Not even close. The place they were staying was this weird, 
disgusting shade of purple. Who the hell decided it would be a good idea to paint 
that place purple anyway? Probably the same guy that decided to make all the beds 
heart shaped. The thought sent a slight shiver down Justin’s spine, especially when 
it really sunk in what kind of hotel that was supposed to be. He could guarantee you 
someone was getting sued for this trip, if only because of that hotel. But that was 
beside the point right now; the point was, Justin was staring up at a ceiling other 
than the one that accompanied his sleeping quarters for the night. This wasn’t his 
room. 


Justin quickly jumped to his feet, knocking a glass bottle over with his foot. The loud 
noise of glass clanging against the floor beneath him made his head scream out like 
a thousand burning men reaching for salvation. He reached for his head, moaning in 
pain as he stumbled about trying to gain his balance. It took a moment, but he 
eventually managed to stand on his two feet without the ground shaking beneath 
him like an earthquake. His eyes darted about the floor, double vision clouding his 
sight ever so slightly; though he could make out the general shape of everything. 
For starters, that glass bottle he had kicked over was definitely an empty bottle of 
booze. That would explain the headache. Though now that begged the question 
where the hell the bottle of booze came from. He tried to remember, but all he was 
doing was drawing a blank. He couldn’t remember anything last night except... 


King’s Game. Oh Christ; now he remembered. The drinks had been spiked; by who, 
Justin didn’t know. All he knew was he recognized the taste of alcohol. Naoto tried 
to say they didn’t serve alcohol there; but hey, you don’t have to serve alcohol to 
slip something into someone’s drinks. He probably should have stopped drinking 


once he figured it out, but... Come on. They WERE having a party, and by the time 
Justin figured it out, half of them were already drunk anyway. He was regretting that 
decision now; what with having no idea where he was and all. And that still made 
him wonder where he got an entire bottle of... vodka!? 


Justin had picked the bottle up to read off the label along its side. He had been 
expecting just beer or whiskey or something; he didn’t expect freaking vodka. 
Where did he even get this? Surely he hadn’t just bought it, right? He was 
underage, and so was the rest of the investigation team. The only person Justin 
knew that could get him a hold of booze was Kurt, and he was a long ways away. 
Justin rubbed at his head as he leaned back down to delicately put the bottle back 
down. Not really worth holding onto; especially not when he had no idea where he 
was. He should probably continue to look around for something to tell him where he 
was. 


The floor was scattered mostly with blankets... and some clothes. Justin hadn’t 
really noticed at first, but he wasn’t wearing a shirt. He thought he felt a shiver 
coming down his spine, though his head hurt much too much for him to really pay it 
any mind. He groaned a bit as he knelt over to throw his t-shirt back on. He was 
supposed to wear his school uniform on this trip, but the fact of the matter was, he 
always wore his hooded jacket, so no one ever noticed when he wasn’t wearing a 
uniform under it. He tugged at his golden yellow t-shirt, straightening it out as he 
slipped it past his head before leaning over to pick up his jacket, not too far from 
where he had found his shirt... 


Or at least, he had at first. Instead, something else had caught his eyes. He looked 
down at it with disgusted curiosity before picking it up with the tip of his index 
finger and his thumb, not really wanting to touch it. It was a pair of panties... Now 
Justin was freaking out a little. He woke up with NO shirt (but he did have pants on, 
so that was a plus...?) and now suddenly he was finding women’s underwear lying 
around. Whose were these? And more importantly, did that mean he and whoever 
this was... you know... Oh Christ; did he seriously sleep with someone? He wasn’t 
sure what was worse; the part where he had fucked someone and didn’t know who, 
or the part where he didn’t remember losing his virginity. All he knew was, best 
case scenario, it was Chie. And even then, it was going to be really fucking awkward 
afterwards. Any other person; and he had fucked up bad. Well... worse. 


“Oh fuck me.” Justin remarked with disgust, dropping the panties back down to the 
floor below him. He would also like to note that ‘fuck me’ was probably some pretty 
poor choice of words. Especially when he heard a painful groan from somewhere in 
the room. And it wasn’t him. His eyes widened with horror as he heard the sound of 
her voice echoing through the room. That was DEFINITLY not Chie, which means... 
Oh... OH FUCK! N-Not that it would be better if it was Chie, but... Oh shit, oh shit, oh 
shit; What have | done...!? Justin’s eyes turned to the other side of the bed that had 
been torn up, sheets every which way and that, terror filled anticipation as he 


waited to see who was on the other side. He already had enough evidence to 
suggest that in his drunken stupor he had cheated on his girlfriend... It really didn’t 
MATTER who it was now. He could already feel his heart explode inside his chest, 
horrified at what he did. Though probably seeing who he had done the nasty with 
had horrified him to an even greater extent. 


On the other side of the bed, head peaking up as she sat up to rub her throbbing 
forehead was Naoto, groaning in pain from what was no doubt an awful hangover. 
She didn’t think there was any actual alcohol in her drink, so when Justin warned 
everyone, she kept on drinking. To be fair, so did Justin, but at lease he knew what 
he was getting into... Well; an idea of what he was getting into. If he knew THIS was 
gonna happen he never would have so much as touched his beverage. But he did, 
and now... Now shit was hitting the ceiling. Justin’s jaw practically hit the floor as he 
spotted that all too identifiable blue hair. 


He was very much considering reaching into his pocket, grabbing his gun, and 
blowing his brains out all over the wall right about now. Justin could barely stand 
Naoto; after all, she did try to accuse him AND his sister of being murderers at one 
point. And the best part? She tried to arrest him for giving Maya a place to stay. 
Called it kidnapping. Yeah, they weren’t exactly on good terms after that. Especially 
not fucking terms. Justin shook all over with fear and disgust, wanting to vomit up 
all over the floor. He wasn’t sure if it was the booze doing that or if the mere 
thought of what he had done was enough to make him physically sick. Could be 
both. Naoto took a deep breath in pain, her eyes closed as she rubbed at her 
forehead. 


“Ohh, my head... | wonder if any of my teachers have some aspirin they’d be willing 
to part with...” Naoto mused aloud, already trying to do her detective thing. Though 
perhaps her inquiries should have been directed elsewhere. And they were once she 
opened her eyes to the messy floor around her. It didn’t immediately sink in that 
she was somewhere else, at first assuming the mess was just her roommates being 
the asinine pigs they were. After all, she WAS bunking with Teddie and Justin. She 
really should have considered requesting a private room. Of course, it was only a 
moment more before she realized she wasn’t in Kansas anymore. “What in the...!?” 


Her eyes darted about the room, trying to find any indication as to where she was. 
The best she could get was a glance of Justin standing on the opposite end of the 
room, jaw hanging slightly ajar, eyes panicking for some reason. Naoto stared at 
him with confusion for only a moment... And then she looked down, feeling as 
though something was off. Literally. Her eyes widened with panic as she quickly 
grabbed the sheet that had been hanging off the bed to wrap herself up with, trying 
to shield herself from Justin’s gaze. As if he really wanted to see her naked. She 
shouted slightly in fear, in what sounded almost like a squeal, her face beat red as 
she wondered what was she doing half naked on the floor of some room she had 
never seen before. The easiest explanation would be to just blame Justin, as usual, 


but something about the look on his face suggested he was just noticing she was 
nude himself. 


“...WHAT IS GOING ON HERE!?” Naoto shouted angrily as she clutched the sheet 
tightly to her waist, careful to cover her womanhood as best she could. It probably 
didn’t help that it was a thin white sheet; but anything was better than nothing 
anyway. Justin shook his head slightly, snapping himself out of his horrified daze 
before thrusting his face into the palms of his hands, fingers pressing into his eyes 
as his head pounded with confusion, shame, and booze. 


“Oh Christ, this did not happen. I’m just dreaming. Yeah that’s it; this is all just a 
nightmare. Just give me a minute, I'll wake up in the motel in no time. And then I'll 
kick Naoto out of the bed.” Justin muttered to himself aloud as he paced about, 
keeping his eyes covered as he leaned over to pick up Naoto’s panties, throwing 
them over to her to the best of his ability. They kind of got caught on the air, you 
know? She got it though; she just had to lean a bit. She was horrified to find these 
on the opposite side of the room where Justin was. She was starting to put two and 
two together herself. And four wasn’t exactly pretty right about now. 


“_,.Please tell me I’m just imagining things.” Naoto remarked aloud as she held her 
underwear in her hands, a horrified expression on her face. Her cheeks were still 
redder than a tomato, as would be expected from this kind of situation. Justin just 
shook his head a bit, head still in the palms of his hands before he walked up to a 
wall and started to scream into the wallpaper. He was taking this pretty hard. Naoto 
swallowed back what felt like vomit as she more or less got confirmation from Justin 
that he had come to the same conclusion. There was no way she would ever get 
involved with a delinquent like Justin. NO. WAY. She quickly slid her underwear back 
on, before throwing her sheets aside in search of her pants. 


“Il told you the drinks were spiked; but did you listen? NOOOOOOOoo0000000.” 
Justin mocked her slightly, trying to push the blame on her for his own decisions. No 
one forced him to keep drinking after all; he was the only one who could take the 
responsibility for that. But still; anything to try and feel less responsible for 
betraying Chie like this. He could never forgive himself for this; unless of course he 
wasn’t responsible. Naoto scoffed at him a bit, grunting with disgust that he was 
blaming this on her as she threw her pants back on. She was still looking for her hat 
around here somewhere. 


“Me!? That club hasn’t served alcohol since an increase in deaths related to drunk 
driving several years back. How was | supposed to make out that those were 
alcoholic beverages!?” Naoto angrily tried to defend herself from Justin’s 
accusations. All the facts pointed to Justin’s claim that the drinks had been spiked 
being false. And besides; from the looks of the floor right about now, she was going 
to guess the drinks at the club weren’t what had done them in. Vodka is some 


pretty heavy shit after all. Justin pulled his forehead away from the wallpaper, anger 
in his eyes. 


“| don’t know, how about the part where | said ‘that drink’s been spiked?’” Justin 
countered. Naoto angrily began to approach him, as though to get in his face as she 
argued with him. Justin eventually conceded though, waving his hands back and 
forth to cut this off before it got worse. “Wait, wait, wait; we’re getting off track 
here. Before we point any fingers we need to figure out WHERE THE FUCK ARE 
WE!?” Justin’s cool demeanor very quickly slipped back into panic. It was bad 
enough that he had betrayed everything he stood for, everything he loved; they 
HAD to know where they were at the least. Naoto’s eyes darted about the room, 
trying to make out heads or tails of anything in the room that could give her any 
indication as to where they were. She wasn’t having much luck though. 


“Per...haps the others know?” Naoto stammered slightly, trying to think of some 
way of deciphering their current location. It was bad enough they were lost; it was 
was worse when she considered they had no idea where the others were. Oh yeah; 
and they had to be on the train home after lunch today. That was in a couple of 
hours, if the sun in the sky was any indication. Apparently this hotel room didn’t 
have an alarm clock. Either that or someone broke it in their drunken stupor. She 
was just going to go ahead and blame that one on Justin too. Justin’s eyes widened 
Slightly as Naoto pointed out the obvious solution to their woes. Call the others. 
After all, they must know what’s going on, right? And if they don’t... Well they had a 
bigger problem on their hands. 


“Fucking- Why didn’t | think of that!?” Justin remarked aloud. Naoto shrugged off his 
crass language as she searched around the room. Partially for any other evidence to 
suggest where they are, or what they did. Not that she really wanted to delve into 
the heart of the matter of the latter issue; she was more than content knowing she 
had done something unspeakably horrifying and disgusting to every bone in her 
body. As for the second reason she was searching the hotel room... Well she still 
didn’t have her hat. She wasn’t leaving without it; period. Justin quickly slipped his 
hand into his pocket, slipping his finger down the plastic surface of the phone 
before flipping the thing out and pressing the power button. 


“| wonder how much we paid for this room...” Naoto mused as she finally caught a 
glance of her hat... Up on a television just out of her reach. She was actually pretty 
short, or at least by comparison to every single person on the investigation team. 
Had to make you wonder how the hat got up there in the first place. Probably got 
thrown up there at some point. She stretched up to try and reach it, but to not 
much avail. Looked like she was going to need to approach this much more 
strategically. There had to be something for her to stand on as a boost. Though, her 
concerns were drawn away from her attire fora moment as she heard Justin groan 
with anger. That wasn’t a good sign. 


“Oh fan-fucking-tastic. Battery’s dead.” Justin sighed dropping the phone back into 
his pocket, rubbing at his temples with annoyance. This was just some cruel joke 
God was playing on him. Why was it that everything in his life turned to shit. Every. 
Fucking. Thing. Justin shook his head for a moment before turning his gaze to a 
rather concerned Naoto. “Why do | get the feeling we’re not going to be using your 
phone either.” 


“I... Don’t have a cell.” Naoto admitted, somewhat embarrassed. She never really 
saw the use for it when she could just use a pay-phone. Justin placed his forehead 
back into his palm. They were so fucked right about now. They knew nothing, 
couldn’t contact anyone, oh yeah; and they were lost in the middle of fucking 
wherever they were. Justin sighed before marching his way over to the television 
and grabbing the hat for her that she had been desperately trying to grab a hold of. 
She seemed appreciative if slightly embarrassed. Or perhaps just shocked. He had 
never known Justin to show anything even remotely close to kindness. Except 
maybe that thing he did on the dance floor at the club with the rose. That was less 
‘being kind’ and more ‘trying way too hard to be romantic.’ Point being; Justin and 
nice just didn’t mix, and she could attest to that. “My gratitude.” She thanked him 
before slowly slipping the hat over her head, pushing down on the rim to cover her 
hair. Justin just nodded a bit in confirmation. 


“Well... We’re not going to get much accomplished here.” Justin sighed. “Let’s go 
checkout and figure out our next move.” Justin remarked, slowly turning to the door 
to their hotel room. Just as his fingers wrapped around it’s golden brass surface 
however, he felt the need to turn to Naoto and make something VERY clear to her. 
“This never happened.” 


“Agreed.” 


“All set?” 


Naoto had decided to be the one to deal with the checkout; what since Justin had 
zero people skills and all. Justin had just waited in the lobby, leaning against the 
wall as he chewed away at tooth pick. He had been trying to quit smoking as of late, 
and he figured the best way to do that was just to substitute it for something else to 
place between his teeth. It was working up until today too. Today... Today he would 
consider smoking the entire pack at once. Just stick them all in his mouth and take a 
lighter, light them one by one. Naoto sighed a bit as she leaned up against the wall 
next to Justin, nodding and adjusting her hat slightly. 


“It seems we didn’t pay upfront, but yes. Everything’s been settled.” Naoto 
remarked with slight annoyance. She had to pay out of her own pocket for 
something she didn’t want any part in or any memory of. Perhaps it was a good 
thing she didn’t remember last night. That would be some traumatizing shit. Justin 


passed her a slight apologetic look. Apologetic for a lot of things really; though 
primarily Naoto paying for the room. 


“How much was it...? I'll pay half.” 


“That won’t be neccesary.” Naoto cut Justin off. Which was good, because as Justin 
slipped his hand into his pocket, he was noticing a distinct lack of his wallet. Thank 
god he wasn’t carrying too much cash on him that day, otherwise he’d be pissed. 
Well... More pissed. “I find it astonishing that the staff of this hotel would allow two 
teenagers to rent a room with alcohol in their possession.” Naoto shook her head 
with disgust. Surely they must have noticed Justin carrying around that thing of 
Vodka. Must have been a bad part of town they ended up in. 


“Nevermind that. Let’s just find the others... and pretend none of this ever 
happened.” Justin cut off Naoto’s rant about the poor etiquette of the faculty of 
wherever they were, allowing minors to so easily break the law. She nodded slightly 
in response, agreeing with him that they should hurry this along. “Phone’s dead and 
we have no idea where we are... | Suppose it would look suspicious if we asked the 
staff here where this place is.” 


“True.” Naoto agreed. Two teenagers who had just checked out NOT knowing where 
they had been. That’s very suspicious. It’s a good thing Justin had thought a head 
and disposed of the empty alcohol bottles; hiding them under his shirt when they 
left the room before finding a trash can and tossing them. He was only surprised 
none of the staff had noticed the bulge of the bottles jarring out from his torso. 
“Perhaps they have a pay-phone we could use...” 


“Excuse me, Mister Shirogane?” 


The two were interrupted from their musings on the matter as a rather clumsy hotel 
employee approached them. He was a bit chubby, and from the looks of it, not 
much older than them; not to mention he seemed to be tripping over his shoe laces 
every five seconds. The two were a little confused what he was doing approaching 
them; more so how he knew Naoto’s name. Sure, Naoto had signed out with her real 
name, but that shouldn’t mean some random employee who wasn’t even there 
should know. Naoto nodded timidly to acknowledge that she was in fact the girl this 
guy was looking for. Well, guy. She was still trying to pull off the ‘I’m not a girl,’ shit, 
despite all that had happened. 


“Everything’s all been taking care of sir; your car is out front.” The employee 
declared, pride in his work. Justin and Naoto immediately passed each other a look 
of confusion and panic. Neither of them had a car; hell, neither of them had their 
driver’s license. Unless they had a taxi outside, that was uh... Cause for concern. 
Something that certainly showed in the panicked expression on Justin’s face. Naoto 
was a little more clear-head about all of this, trying to keep her nerves calm while 


they figured out what was going on. She was panicking a little, but it didn’t show. 
Naoto gave the employee a timid nod of her head. 


“My gratitude.” She remarked, thanking him for his services and dismissing him at 
that moment. It wouldn’t help if she said she didn’t have a car and neither did Justin 
after all. That would just be asking for trouble; especially if they seemed to be in 
possession of the car. The employee nodded a bit before dropping a set of keys into 
her hand. Seemed it wasn’t a taxi he was referring to. She had to wonder how he 
had managed to pull the car out front so quickly when she hadn’t even requested it, 
but that was really beside the point. The point was, there was a car sitting out there 
that wasn’t theirs, in their possession. If their worst fears were in fact truth and not 
fiction... well... They were looking at a minor felony here. Justin just hoped to god 
there was a loophole for doing stuff like this after being drugged. After all, if you 
had no control over your actions, and you hadn’t done anything to MAKE you lose 
control; should you still be blamed for the crime? Of course, Justin full well knew 
about the drinks and kept drinking, but that was beside the point. He could lie... 
sorta. 


“Jesus fucking Christ; a car!?” Justin questioned out loud frantically, trying to figure 
out what in the hell was going on. Did they steal it or something? Surely they 
couldn’t have been THAT drunk... Well actually, now that Justin thought about it, he 
didn’t remember anything, so he must have been pretty damn intoxicated... AND he 
knew how to pick locks. Better than anyone he knew in fact, which meant it wasn’t 
entirely unlikely for him to have picked that bad boy open. Not sure how that 
happened if he was that drunk; lockpicking took skill and attention after all, but that 
seemed the best explanation. He was hoping they didn’t just smash the windows in 
or something. But they were getting ahead of themselves, perhaps they should go 
on ahead and look at the mess they had caused in the first place. Justin sighed as 
he took off, immediately followed by Naoto; quickness to the two’s steps. 


As the two stepped through the rotating door at the entrance to the hotel, their jaws 
practically hit the floor. This wasn’t just any car that had been stolen. It was a 
Ferrari. A very expensive looking, red Ferrari. Justin was a little happy that drunk 
him seemed to have SOME taste (though he wasn’t sure how far that went when he 
had woken up in bed with Naoto of all people,) but was frantic that they had 
apparently stolen the most expensive car Justin could think of. Shooting himself in 
the face was looking more and more appealing every second. He ran his fingers 
through his hair, gripping his skull tightly as the two approached the car with wide 
eyes. There was a bit of paint scraped off, but otherwise the car seemed completely 
intact; which would be good if they ever figured out where this came from. Naoto 
held her breath as she flipped out the keys she had been handed a moment earlier, 
nervously pushing it into the slot of the door handle. It opened. 


“Oh god why...?” Justin muttered to himself, fist in his mouth as he tried to stop 
himself from screaming in fear. This wasn’t just Some minor crime they could 


pretend never happened, to ignore. This was some serious shit they had stolen. It 
wasn’t like just waking up drunk. Naoto could make an exception in regards to the 
law for a minor misdemeanor like that. It was, after all, not HER fault she got drunk. 
Perhaps JUSTIN’S, but she supposed he was just as much a victim of this as she. Just 
a Slightly more willing victim. A car? She couldn’t ignore this. She’d turn herself in if 
she had to; they couldn’t just keep this car. Naoto rubbed at her temples with 
annoyance and fear as she held the car door open. 


“...You... do realize what this means don’t you.” Justin shot Naoto a slight 
expression of anger and panic. He got what she was implying, he just couldn’t 
believe she was so stupid to put herself and Justin in a position where they could 
get into some serious shit for something they weren’t even AWARE of. Naoto 
pushed her palm against her mouth, trying to ponder a solution to their dilemma. 
“Just one moment... While intoxicated crimes are treated with just the same, if not 
more severity as a sober crime, that only applies when one himself has willingly 
intoxicated himself. If someone else were to, say, slip Something into someone’s 
drink...” Naoto mused aloud, explaining portions of the law to Justin. Like he wasn’t 
familiar with what did and didn’t pass as legal. His father WAS in the FBI after all. 


“It would be the responsibility of whoever spiked the drinks.” Justin cut her off. 
Naoto nodded a bit, confirming Justin’s thesis as true. “That only works if we can 
prove they spiked the drinks Naoto...” Justin sighed with disappointment. They had 
no idea who put alcohol in the drinks; and that was part of the problem. They could 
say they were drugged all they want, but if they didn’t have the evidence to put 
their money where their mouth was... Well, that wasn’t going to get them 
anywhere. Naoto nodded, a somewhat devious smile reaching across her face. She 
clearly had a plan. 


“Precisely. If we can gather the evidence needed to point us to a suspect, all 
charges against us shall shift over to the true culprit. | propose we investigate the 
matter.” Naoto laid out her plan on the table. Justin rubbed at his chin for a 
moment. Seemed they didn’t have much more choice on the matter, unless they 
did a good job disposing of any evidence that might link them to the crime. Which 
Naoto obviously wasn’t going to get behind, what with her ‘holier than thou sword 
of justice,’ shit going on. Justin rubbed at his forehead, sighing slightly. 


“Well that’s great and all, but we’ve only got a few hours left before we have to be 
on the train home AND we don’t know where the others are. For all we know they 
could be in the same situation as us.” Justin countered, pointing out a contradiction 
to her plan. Naoto adjusted her cap, cheeks slightly red as Justin brought up the 
incident again. She thought they agreed they were going to pretend that didn’t 
happen. Though she suppose that he just meant the lost aspect of their 
predicament, not the waking up half-naked part. 


“Then | suppose we should get a move on.” Naoto objected. If the issue was time, 
standing about here wasn’t going to change anything... Though she did notice 
another problem. They still had little idea where they were, which meant travelling 
by foot wasn’t going to get them very far with only a few hours on the clock... They 
were going to need to take the car. And she didn’t know how to drive. She stared at 
the steering wheel for a moment before sighing. She wasn’t very much a fan of 
driving a stolen vehicle around, but she supposed they didn’t have much choice. 
This was to catch a criminal after all. “I... don’t suppose you know how to operate a 
vehicle?” Justin bit his bottom lip, turning his attention towards the driver’s seat for 
only a moment before turning back to Naoto. 


“Not really; but I’m going to assume ONE of use drove us here.” Justin remarked 
disappointed. Naoto was a little bit wary about taking the car at this point, but Justin 
did bring up a valid point. Even while intoxicate they did manage to navigate the 
vehicle here with only a single scratch. That’s pretty damn good. Now it was just a 
matter of who was driving the car here. She was going to assume not her; she’d like 
to imagine that even drunk she objected to this. She sighed after a moment before 
passing off the key to him, sliding into the passenger’s seat as he rounded his way 
over to the driver’s side. It was a moment before they had all settled in. “So I’m 
assuming I’m just going to drive until we find something familiar.” Justin questioned, 
hands nervously on the wheel, eyes darting about his controls. He wanted to make 
sure he understood where everything was before he did anything stupid. 


“Or until we can find a pay-phone.” Naoto interjected, pointing out that they still 
needed to find out where all the others had gone. Unless they found their way back 
on their own, they all needed to regroup; otherwise this could be very much 
problematic. As much as Naoto hated to admit it; making sure everyone was safe 
was top priority over proving their innocence. Worst come to worse after all, she 
could file a police report and continue her investigation after they had all gone 
home. Justin nodded a bit before putting the key in the ignition, starting the vehicle 
up. Also starting the radio up in the process. 


Well if sex is a weapon, then smash, boom, pow, 

How do you like me now? 

You can't always do it right, you can always do what’s left 

So | told her! was trash, she winked and laughed and said ‘I already know... 
I've got a beautiful place to put your face' and she was right, 

And | said, ‘No one loves me... neither do I' 

It makes perfect sense, 


So | never asked 'why?' 


I've got tomorrow 

‘cuz life doesn't wait 
You can keep your soul 
| don't wanna soul mate. 


“.... think I’m gonna change this station.” Justin remarked, both Naoto and Justin’s 
cheeks a blaze at this point. It seemed like God was finding some sick humor in all 
of this. He had to be; otherwise this shit wouldn’t be happening. What were the 
chances of one of the filthiest songs Justin had heard popping up on the radio AFTER 
what had happened last night. He was only surprised that half of this stuff hadn’t 
been cut for the radio edit. Or that it even made it to the radio in the first place. 
Whatever happened to New Fang and Scumbag Blues? Naoto nodded a bit, deciding 
that would probably be best. Justin quickly flipped the station. 


That's why, I'm hot blooded, check it and see 

| got a fever of a hundred and three 

Come on baby, do you do more than dance? 

I'm hot blooded, hot blooded 

If it feels alright, maybe you can stay all night 

Shall 1 leave you my key? 

But you've got to give me a sign, come on girl, some kind of sign 
Tell me, are you hot mama? You sure look that way to me 


“Son of a...” Justin muttered to himself. Yet another song that would be forever 
ruined for him after today. He was running out of stations too, since there were only 
like three or four that played REAL music and not that pop garbage. Or rap; but 
given that stuff consisted mostly of ‘move bitch, get out the way,’ Justin thought he 
could do without the hip hop. He sighed as he quickly scrolled through the stations 
again using the car’s console. It took a moment for him to find another station; one 
that Naoto seemed alright with at the very least. Not so much him. Not necessarily 
because he didn’t like the song mind you, but... 


Du 
Du hast 
Du hast mich 


Du hast mich 


Du hast mich gefragt 
Du hast mich gefragt 
Du hast mich gefragt und ich hab nichts gesagt 


Justin felt the breath in his lungs completely disappear as the song progressed on 
the radio. Naoto had just been sitting back in the seat of her chair for a moment, 
just trying to think; about how they would handle this investigation, how they were 
going to do... well anything. They were clueless. Or at least, that’s what she had 
been doing, but then she noticed a lack of movement on Justin’s side. For a guy who 
was concerned about the time they had to get this done in, he sure seemed to be 
taking his sweet time. When she actually looked to see why he had suddenly 
stopped moving though, she could practically see the life draining out of his face, 
his expression down-trodden, hopeless... destroyed even. 


“, Justin-san?” Naoto spoke up after a moment. 


“Willst du bis der Tod euch scheidet, treu ihr sein fur alle Tage?” Justin recited in 
time to the music, his voice quivering slightly, as though choking back pain. In fact, 
there had been little in his life as painless as this very moment. It was only really 
starting to seep in just what he had done. It wasn’t the fucking Naoto part that was 
tearing up his insides... It was that he had betrayed Chie. He loved that woman, 
dammit, and now this... THIS had to happen. He could never forgive himself. He 
could never LIVE with himself. She loved him, and he had betrayed that love. He 
should be disgusted with himself. And he was. Never more disgusted in his life after 
all. Naoto just raised her eyebrow with curiosity at Justin’s recital. 


“You'll have to forgive me, but I’m not fluid in... um...” Naoto paused, having 
realized she didn’t really know what language that was. She wanted to say Dutch. 
And she’d be completely off if she did; so it was a good thing she didn’t. Justin 
shook his head slightly, his eyes watering ever so slightly, lips quivering a bit as 
though he were going to cry. But he didn’t. Crying now would only mean he pitied 
himself. He didn’t deserve pity. He didn’t deserve forgiveness. He didn’t deserve 
anything. All he could hope now was that they could find Chie, and that she’d be 
Safe... 


“It’s German... Do you want, until death separates you, to be faithful to her for all 
time?” Justin clarified, translating to English for her. Naoto immediately understood 
the implications. She wasn’t exactly friends with the group, but she HAD seen Justin 
and Chie on the dance floor that night, waiting for Rise to reserve their seats. He 
had put in a request for ‘Smooth,’ and put a rose in between his teeth as a joke. It 
was Clear to her there was something between them. She didn’t know it was this 
strong though... She could almost feel his pain from where she was sitting, What 
with having taken part in their little... betrayal and all. Justin sighed. “...Just... Just 
turn that off.” He eventually choked up. He probably could have turned it off 


himself, but he just didn’t feel like he had the energy. Besides; Naoto had no 
objections to pressing the off button. Clearly it was a little much for Justin right now. 
She leaned forward and quickly clicked the power button of the radio, bringing the 
sound to a screeching halt. Justin still didn’t move a muscle though. And as much as 
Naoto hated to admit it; they DID have a time limit here, they didn’t have much 
time to be lost in their doubts and pain. 


“.,.Perhaps | should drive.” Naoto interjected, realizing that Justin really wasn’t in 
any emotional state to drive. Not that that matters when you don’t know how to 
drive a vehicle in the first place, but you get the point. Justin was already panicking 
as it was without the emotional duress interfering with his perception or reaction 
time. Justin shook his head in denial. He doubted Naoto could even reach the pedal; 
let alone drive. Besides; Justin could actually pass as being old enough to drive. 
What with BEING old enough to drive anyway. It’s just that he didn’t have his 
license. He just... He just needed a second. 


“No, I’m good, | just-“ As Justin began to speak, the two heard a strange noise 
coming from the back. Sounded like a moan. Well, you can imagine neither were 
particularly pleased to find whatever car this was apparently had a stowaway. 
Within seconds, in a single synchronized, fluid motion the two had turned about, 
guns drawn from their pocket to point at whoever was in back. Turns out Yosuke 
had been passed out in the back... Made you wonder how the guy driving the car up 
front hadn’t noticed that. But then neither did Naoto or Justin, so he supposed it was 
understandable. What was less understandable, or at least from Naoto’s 
perspective, was why Justin had a gun. Her gaze slowly shifted away from Yosuke to 
glare at Justin and his weapon. 


“May | ask why you're in possession of an illegal firearm?” She questioned. Justin’s 
eyes slowly began to dilate with panic. That was right; citizens weren’t legally 
allowed to own a pistol. Unless of course they were on the police force like 
Shirogane here, that is. What Justin had done in his instinctual self-defense was 
completely illegal; and they both knew it. He swallowed hard as his pupils 
eventually made their way to Naoto, a clumsy, false grin on his face. 


“I... must have gotten it when | was drunk.” Justin tried to cover his tracks, a 
nervous laughter following his lies. Naoto wasn’t buying that shit for a second 
though; and given the kind of reputation Justin had, there was no way in hell she 
was letting him off the hook with owning a handgun. Especially when he was a 
murder suspect not that long ago. She slowly lowered her gun, since of course she 
had no reason to train it on Yosuke, as she diverted her attention fully to Justin. 


“Are you aware that citizen gun ownership is limited to hunting rifles and shotguns 
only? You're looking at a major misdemeanor here.” Naoto scolded Justin. Justin’s 
nervous expression eventually subsided to one of anger. He was sick of this shit; not 
even just Naoto constantly trying to find an excuse to throw him in the slammer, 


but all of... well THIS. He just wanted to find his friends, get them on the train home, 
and after that, he just didn’t care. Jail, home, what the fuck ever. He’d gladly 
embrace a prision cell by this point... After what he had done. Would be a fitting 
fate. 


“Well then go ahead and fucking arrest me; but for the moment being, why don’t 
you get your goddamn priorities straight. Or do you WANT to share a cell with me?” 
Justin remarked. Naoto wanted to speak up and mention how they would NEVER 
under any conditions be put in the same cell. Gender separation first and foremost 
would keep them apart... Though she supposed most of the folks at the police 
station thought she was a guy. Furthermore, putting criminals together that were 
involved in the same crime never happens; it might make them edgy or try to make 
a plan. It doesn’t go down well when that happens. She supposed that wasn’t the 
point though; the point was arresting Justin wasn’t going to do her much good. 
Especially when he was going to help with this investigation. She sighed a bit before 
turning her attention back to Yosuke, the two slipping their guns back in their 
pockets in the process. 


“Ugh... My head...” Yosuke moaned just having rejoined the conscious (and sober) 
world. Seemed he had quite the hangover too. He had been laying across the 
backseats, though he slowly started to push himself up as he regained 
consciousness, perhaps trying to make heads or tails of what was going on. 
Hopefully he knew more than Justin and Naoto did. His eyes opened to the sight of 
the two looking at him. And now he was very confused where he was and what they 
were doing. Last he remembered they were at the clu- 


King’s Game. Goddammit. 


“You awake?” Justin questioned Yosuke. He nodded his head timidly, though even 
that had managed to get a groan of pain out of him. His head felt like an overgrown 
watermelon that had been split open on the sidewalk. “Yosuke, please tell me you 
know what’s going on here.” Yosuke sat up all the way, skull still in the palms of his 
head as he tried to dull the pain. He wasn’t having much luck. 


“What's going on...? I’m the one who woke up in the back of a car with you two up 
front! Do you even have licenses!?” Yosuke shouted in panic as he slowly got a hold 
of his senses, still gripping at his forehead though in the process. The more he 
shouted in confusion, the more painful his headache. He just wanted to go back to 
sleep and let the pain drift away. But alas, he couldn’t really do that under the 
circumstances that he had woken up on. Justin sighed and rubbed his head. Well at 
least that was one less person to look for, but Yosuke still seemed clueless about 
what was going on. How drunk did they all get last night anyway? He could have 
SWORE Yosuke had stopped drinking after Justin had pointed out that it was indeed 
alcohol. Same with Chie, now that he thought about it. Only... something caught 
Justin as a little off about Yosuke. 


“Uh, Yosuke? You got a little something here?” Justin remarked, rubbing his thumb 
just underneath his nose. Yosuke raised his eyebrow with confusion before rubbing 
his index finger where Justin had instructed using his thumb. As he pulled his finger 
away to check if he got it, he noticed something rather peculiar. A white powder like 
substance smudge against his skin. Yosuke wasn’t sure what he had just rubbed off, 
but he didn’t think he very much liked it. Justin eyed the substance for a moment. 
“What is that stuff?” Justin questioned with curiosity. He didn’t exactly know of 
many white powdered substances. Yosuke shook his head for a moment, not really 
getting it either. 


“| don’t know man; look, what is going on here?” Yosuke deflected the question with 
a question of his own. Justin sighed a bit before turning his gaze to Naoto, who had 
straightened up a bit and adjusted the position of her hat upon her head. Seemed 
she was getting ready to speak. 


“Perhaps it would do us some good to go over what we do remember.” Naoto spoke 
with an official tone to her voice, as though declaring an order. Justin and Yosuke 
soon found themselves rubbing at their foreheads, trying to remember anything at 
all. More so Yosuke given that he was a lot less clueless than the others on the 
matter. He had only just woken up moments ago too, and he still hadn’t really 
known anything other than he had woken up drunk, and so too presumably Justin 
and Naoto... Wait, where did those two wake up drunk? Ah, beside the point, I'll 
figure that out /ater... 


“Well...” Justin shuffled through his memories to the best of his ability. “We were all 
sober enough for me saying the drinks were spiked right? After that... | think... | 
threw the red chopstick.... Yeah, that’s right! We were playing another round of 
King’s Game, and | was the King!” Justin snapped his fingers as he remembered. 
The others smiled a bit; now they were getting somewhere. “Christ what did | say 
uh... I... Don’t really reme-No wait! Yes | do! | dared the loser to streak around the 
block!” Justin remarked, pointing his finger at Naoto, as though trying to confirm 
with her. She rubbed at her chin a bit. That... sounded right. 


“That explains what we were doing, but not where and when.” Naoto objected 
Slightly. “...Perhaps a good starting point would be to investigate the club. Surely 
there were some witnesses.” Naoto recommended. Justin nodded a bit with 
agreement. For once, Naoto seemed right on the money. Though that did leave a 
little bit of a problem. 


“That’s all well and good and all, but | don’t know how to get there from here.” 
Justin grimaced. It was true; this was the group’s first time in Tatsumi Port Island, 
minus of course Rise’s. But Rise wasn’t here. If she was, they wouldn’t feel so lost 
right now. Justin would gladly trade Yosuke off for Rise at this moment in time. That 
is, until Yosuke spoke up and proved just how useful he could be. Or something he 
was in possession of anyway. 


“Oh, here. We can use the GPS on my cell.” Yosuke remarked flipping his phone 
open and pressing buttons on its surface to shuffle through the apps. Justin and 
Naoto shot him a pleasantly surprised, wide-eyed glance. He had a cell-phone and 
he HADN'T told them? Well to be fair, he probably didn’t know that Justin’s cell was 
dead and Naoto didn’t own one, but still. 


“You're cell’s working!? Quick, dial up Yu and the others!” Justin barked at Yosuke. 
Yosuke’s gaze shot up from his cell for only a moment as he realized he overlooked 
the main purpose of using a phone. Actually calling someone. Given that the others 
weren't here, he probably should have considered calling them for help anyway. Not 
that Justin shouldn’t have been able to on his own; he DID own a cell-phone after 
all. Yosuke nodded before quickly diverting her attention back to his phone, quickly 
punching in a few numbers, trying desperately to connect to the others. He wasn’t 
having much luck though. He shook his phone a bit with anger, disappointed that 
this wasn’t going well. 


“Gah, damn phone. I’m not getting any reception here.” Yosuke grimaced with 
annoyance, anger and disappointment. Looks like they weren’t going to be making 
a call from here, that was for sure. You'd think a hotel would have cell-phone 
reception but apparently not. He sighed a bit, his eyes darting up from the cell- 
phone for a brief moment. “Drive around, so | can get some reception.” Justin 
nodded a bit before turning the key on the car’s dashboard. He took a deep breath 
as he eyed all the controls one last time. And that... That was somewhat concerning 
given that it took him like five minutes to do it. “...Uh, Justin? Y-You don’t know how 
to drive don’t you.” Yosuke objected as he suddenly realized Justin was examining 
the dashboard so much because he didn’t GET the dashboard. It was like a 
mishmash of buttons he had no idea the purpose of. 


“S-Sure | do... You put your foot on the gas, and uh... Put the stick in drive?” Wide 
eyed, fearful eyes fell on Justin as he tried to figure out how this worked. What Justin 
didn’t quite realize was that you put the car in drive while holding the brake down, 
and only put your foot on the gas when driving off. “Fuck it, I’ll figure it out 
eventually.” Justin remarked before slamming his foot on the gas. 


“Wait, don’- AHHHHH!” 


